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correspondent rise went up to the edge of a belt of 
noble timber, now naked and shivering in the winter 
air, but majestic even in that aspect, and stretching 
away in one direction to the unbroken forest lying 
northward. 

At a certain hour of the afternoon of the day un- 
der notice, however, something more than the smoke 
suddenly made manifest the presence of humanity, 
and of its exact opposite, at the door-step of this 
house standing thus quietly in the winter snow. A 
man of some fifty years of age, stout-figured, heavy- 
browed, and somewhat hard-faced, dressed in dark 
winter homespun, but bareheaded, opened the door 
with some violence, and the moment after appeared 
on the threshold, dragging after him a poor little 
thinly clothed girl of ten, with long flying hair and 
wild eyes, whom he only paused from belaboring to 
loosen the door, immediately resuming his assaults 
upon the shrinking little figure, with harsh words 
blended with blows, the violence culminating in his 
throwing her off the steps, prostrate in the snow, 
where she lay., frightened if not stunned into com- 
parative silence. 

" Lie there and cool, you abominable little slut ! " 
was the exclamation with which he crowned this act 
of supreme cruelty. " Disobey me again, will you ! 
Next time, I shall break, every bone in your carcass, 
and you will cool enough without any snow." 

Apparently regardless whether the little figure 
would ever again move or not, the man turned on 
the step, to re-enter the house and shut the door ; 
when out of it came a thin woman, some fifteen 
years younger than the male tyrant, and showing at 
a glance traces of former beauty now almost com- 
pletely destroyed by sorrow or suffering. She was 
coarsely though not uncomfortably clothed, in some 
. dark stuff; and her head, bare like that of the other, 
showed that already, at little more than five-and- 
thirty years of age, there were great silver streaks 
in her hair, like those made by pinching want or 
long sickness. She was wringing her hands, in a 
sort of pitiful, helpless way, as she stood in the open 
door; and there was almost a sob in her voice as she 
said : 

"Oh Richard, how can you be so hard with her? 
I heard the blows on her poor back, all the way from 
the kitchen." 

" Hold your tongue, woman ! " was the rough re- 
ply ; while the child, as if daring to rise, now that 
there was some one else than her tormentor within 
sight, rather stumbled than rose out of the snow, 
and stood sobbing with those long sobs which tell 
of a childish effort to restrain an emotion that must 
be controlled while the suppression is racking the 
very foundations of the being, 

" Richard Foy, you will kill that poor child, some 
day — I am sure that you will ! " said the woman, her 
hands at last unclasped, in an evident intention to go 
out into the snow and in some way comfort and shel- 
ter the poor waif there remaining. But her inten- 
tion was frustrated, by a motion of the head of the 
man whom she had called Richard Foy, which per- 
emptorily ordered her back into the house, — and by 
words which followed, cruel and brutal enough to 
have been veritable blows falling upon the shoulders 
of what now appeared to be mother and child. 

"You touch her, if you think best, when I've been 
dealing with her, old woman ! " he rather sneered and 
snarled than spoke. " Thought I had told you what 
that would come to, often enough, let alone giving 
you a taste of the same, as I'll do again if you go to 
meddling with my doings ! Kill her ? — and what if I 
do? Isn't she mine? — mine? — mine, you beauty! 
Tell me that — isn't she mine? And if she's mine, 
why may I not do what I like w/th her, whether I 
kill her like a woodchuck, or skin her like a 'pos- 
sum?" 

" Oh, Richard ! Richard ! " was all the reply that 
the poor woman could make, the hands again clasped 
together and wringing themselves, while the poor 
child, with limbs shaking in the cold of the snow, 
and great eyes staring in wondering fear, remained 
without daring either to speak or to make any mo- 
tion for re-entering. A moment, and then the name 
was repeated, with an addition telling so much of 
continuous agony : " Richard, God forgive you ! " 

" Aye ! " he hurled at her, in reply. " God forgive 
me, of course ! / am the one who has need of for- 
giveness, am I, psalm-singer ? — no, psalm-whim- 
perer, for you know better than to do much of that 
sort of thing around me! Now, see here — if I let 
that brat come into the house again — I don't say that 
I will, but if I do, will you take care that she minds 



me: that I don't catch any more of them things in 
her hands, any more at all ? Yes or no, old woman, 
and mind what you're saying, for I'll be after you ! " 

" Yes, Richard ; I will try to have her do as you 
order — I will indeed, hard as it is upon her, and she 
getting to be quite a girl, not to be allowed to look 
into a book, and so growing up as ignorant and as 
wild as any of the savages. It is hard, Richard, but 
I will try, if you say that it must be so." 

"I say so — look out that I do not need to say it 
again ! Now take her in, if you think that she is 
cooled off enough ! " 

Sarah Foy hastened to obey, her heart the while 
giving a great bound of oppressed wretchedness that 
well answered to the nigh bursting of that of poor lit- 
tle Esther, who, thus permitted, crept up to her where 
she stood on the step, and buried her frightened face 
and half-frozen arms in the folds of her mother's 
gown, as if she could not wait even for the shelter of 
the house before seeking that haven of refuge. The 
arms of the mother closed tremblingly and yet oh, 
how fondly around the thin shivering figure ; and for 
the instant her face was turned upward in the wintry 
air : perhaps she may have been looking, through 
the frosty ether, for a Father in Heaven for the little 
one who had so truly and so sadly none on earth. 
Then she turned to the half-open door, and prepared 
to take in the child, yet with her gown wrapped 
around her face and arms in the same attitude of 
protection. 

The door had not yet closed upon mother and 
child, when there was a crunch in the snow at the 
corner of the house — that farthest removed from 
the outhouses and so untrodden in daily avocations 

— then a closer and heavier sound of the same char- 
acter — and before them stood a figure the sudden- 
ness of whose coming would not have been the least 
of his claims to awesome regard, had those who saw 
him then looked for the first time on his remarkable 
face and bearing. 

Any observer, looking for that first time at the 
countenance of Nekaneshwa, John of the Delawares, 
or Indian John, as he was alternately called by one 
or another class who had occasion to speak of him 

— would have believed that there was in his veins 
some cross of blood much darker than that of the 
pure aboriginal tribe with which he held influential 
connection — so dusky was the copper-color of his 
skin, and so entirely free was the whole conforma- 
tion of his face from any of those characteristics 
which seem to assimilate the red man of America 
with a well-known Oriental nation, through the 
eagle beak, the high cheek-bones, and the undue 
voluptuous fullness of the mouth as compared with 
other portions of the physiognomy. Indeed, in the 
section where he was so well known and in a singu- 
lar way so influential, extending over much of Mon- 
mouth and Middlesex, and even beyond, — there 
were many who believed that some negro admixture 
had taken place in his line, later or earlier, leading 
to that glossy dark bronze of cheek and brow, and 
that eye equally dark and soft which looked forth 
from beneath his heavy brows, with too much of 
hair, again, for the aborigine, and matched by an un- 
deniable wave in the hair of the head, not common 
with any known type of the Northern Indians. This 
fancy of Ethiopian blood, however, was by no means 
carried out by the cut of the features, which was 
clear and almost classic, with the effect of a contour 
that must have been in youth very handsome. Hair 
and complexion both told of fifty-five to sixty years, 
though there was no stoop in the very tall and pow- 
erful form, with markedly large hands and shoulders 
of great breadth and squareness. 

Not much of the form of Indian John, however, 
could be seen at the moment when he came into the 
presence of Richard Foy, his wife, and poor little 
Esther. For, below, only leggings of deer-hide, moc- 
casins of similar material, and the beaded edge of a 
hunting-shirt could be seen, a rough blue woolen 
blanket being drawn close around his shoulders with 
one hand and gathered at the breast, while a strange 
incongruity with the color of the face and with the 
other accoutrements was shown in the wearing of a 
cocked hat with tarnished silver at the borders, as if 
even the traditions of the Indian race and character 
were not quite sufficient to warrant the keeping of 
the head virtually bare, in the dead of winter. The 
Indian carried no visible arms, other than a toma- 
hawk, literally half-ax, worn in the belt of his hunt- 
ing-shirt, and showing when he for a moment drop- 
ped the folds of his blanket; and that he was not 
on what is now designated as the "war-path," was 



equally evidenced in the absence of any paint what- 
ever from his face, and in the fact that he held by 
the one unoccupied hand, and carried over his left 
shoulder, a long and bulky bundle or faggot of oaken 
splints, of the size and consistency employed in bas- 
ket-making in all countries where the bamboo or the 
osier-willow is not plentiful enough to do away with 
the necessity of that manufacture. 
[to be continued.] 



THE PASS OF FINSTERMUNZ. 

Among the romantic and picturesque passes of 
romantic and picturesque Switzerland, there are few 
possessing more of those qualities than that of Fin- 
stermunz, in the canton of the Grisons, forming the 
northeastern corner of Switzerland and bordering 
on the Tyrol. It is passed on a route now become 
very popular among true seekers after the grand in 
mountain scenery, leading from Nanders, in the 
Tyrol, to Bregenz, on the Lake of Constance, by way 
of Landeck and Feldkirch and Arlberg; and much 
of the grandeur of the mountains of the Engadine 
is to be viewed at one point and another of the 
route, especially in the earlier portions of it, enter- 
ing Switzerland from the Tyrol, and passing along 
the great valley of the Inn (called the " Innthal "). 
Our engraving shows this road, a triumph of en- 
gineering, only completed in 1855, — at a point where 
the Inn is crossed at the bridge of the " Bergpas." 



THE TAKING OF TICONDEROGA. 

With the Battle of Lexington, in the last number 
of The Aldine, we commenced the fulfillment of our 
promise to illustrate the principal events of the 
revolution with pen and pencil ; and with the adven- 
turous exploit of Ethan Allen and Benedict Arnold 
at Ticonderoga, following immediately after Lexing- 
ton, we proceed in the further carrying out of that 
promise. Lexington, as we have already said, was 
little more than a skirmish, reckoning the numbers 
engaged on either side and the immediate results 
accomplished — but immeasurably important in the 
influence exerted by it ; even so, the taking of Ticon- 
deroga, on the 10th May, 1775, following the memora- 
ble 19th of April at Lexington, was only an advance 
of less than three hundred men against a fort known 
to be slimly garrisoned and negligently guarded ; but 
the moral effect of the proceeding was even more 
important than that produced by Lexington. For it 
must be remembered that even after Lexington there 
was no thought entertained by the great body of the 
patriots, of anything more than resistance — armed 
resistance if necessary — against the unreasonable 
exactions of Great Britain, — arms and all opposition 
to be laid aside the moment that those offensive de- 
mands should be withdrawn. So far, indeed, were 
even many of the leaders of what was to be so im- 
portant a struggle, from measuring the consequences 
of what they were doing, that the arms and muni- 
tions of war taken at Ticonderoga were duly cata- 
logued for return to the royal authority, by order of 
the Continental Congress holding its first meeting on 
the very day of the capture, " in order," as read the 
dispatch to that effect, " that they might be safely 
returned when the restoration of harmony between 
Great Britain and the Colonies, so ardently desired by 
the latter, should render it prudent and consistent 
with the overruling law of self-preservation." But 
events often move faster than the men who manage 
them! — Literally the first step had been taken at 
Lexington ; the second, in the capture of an armed 
fortress, showed itself at Ticonderoga; the third was 
following close and made itself apparent only five 
weeks later, at Bunker Hill on the 17th June. 

The location of Ticonderoga, at near the extreme 
northern end of Lake George, also near the cataract- 
broken outlet of that lake into the larger body of 
water, Lake Champlain, — is almost too well known 
to need recalling to the attention of the reader. 
Obviously, in any warfare to be carried on in East- 
ern New York or Western Vermont, the possession 
of this strategetical point could not be otherwise 
than important ; and the French, who built the fort- 
ress in 1755, giving it the name of " Fort Carillon " 
(noise, or jingle), founding that appellation on the In- 
dian "Cheonderoga" (sounding waters), — were fully 
aware of its advantages. Many and sharp fights they 
made for its retention, by far the heaviest and the 
bloodiest, however, being the attack on the French 
under Montcalm, by the British troops under General 
Abercrombie, on the 6th of July, 1758, ending in the 
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disastrous defeat of the assaulting force, not less 
than two thousand men falling in the struggle, and 
among them Viscount Howe, a young officer of great 
promise, and brother of Sir William Howe, a Brit- 
ish military commander during the Revolution, and 
of Admiral Lord Howe, who held similar command 
in the naval forces employed. It is also worthy of 
note that it was in this desperate assault that Charles 
Lee, afterward an American commander and the 
jealous rival of Washington, fought bravely and was 
wounded — the event leaving such an impression on 



the Connecticut Provincial Assembly unofficially de- 
termined to seize Ticonderoga and the arms and 
munitions lying there, for the use of the patriot army 
gathering at Cambridge. Colonel Allen assumed the 
command of the little detachment, less than three 
hundred men, at Castleton, on the night of the 7th 
of May, though Arnold, arriving with a commission 
from the Massachusetts Committee of Safety, un- 
availingly claimed precedence, finally joining the en- 
terprise as a volunteer. Colonel James Easton was 
second in command, and Captain Seth Warner, third. 



as the utterer of one of the best things in history, by 
his reply to the demand of Delaplace as to the 
authority under which he demanded the surrender: 
" In the name of the Continental Congress and the 
Great Jehovah !" — not the reverse arrangement, as 
has been often and carelessly alleged. Thencefor- 
ward Ticonderoga remained in possession of the 
patriot forces, until its unfortunate loss by Arthur 
St. Clair in 1777, to be again so soon and finally re- 
covered as the result of other victories and the 
sweeping away of the British power in America. 




FRESCO CENTRE-PIECE IN THE MUSEUM AT LEIPSIC, SAXONY. —After Theodore Grosse. 



his mind, that at the hour of his death, five-and- 
twenty years after, the very words were heard on 
his lips that had been known to issue from them in 
the midst of the carnage of Ticonderoga — "Stand 
by me, my brave grenadiers ! " Another advance 
upon the post, by General Amherst, in 1759, resulted 
in its falling into the hands of the British, where it 
remained until the exploit of Ethan Allen — more or 
less shared in by Benedict Arnold, in 1775. 

Allen — one of the type guerrilla warriors of the 
Revolution, — had been already in arms, with the 
Green Mountain Boys, in what might be called an 
inter-colonial warfare between New Hampshire and 
New York, as to the right to certain lands, —when 



The little force was drawn up on the shore of the 
lake, opposite Ticonderoga, on the night of the 9th, 
and advanced upon the fort in the gray early morn- 
ing of the 10th. Except by a single sentinel, soon 
secured, the advance was unperceived ; and the first 
startling hint of his position received by the British 
commander, Delaplace, was the sounding of three 
ominous raps of a sword-hilt on his door, with an 
order to open on peril of a general massacre. Neces- 
sarily the commander, thus aroused, was en deshabille, 
and tradition has it that his pretty wife presented a 
companion-picture. But one thing, and the impor- 
tant one, is sure — that Ethan Allen at once obtained 
the surrender of the fort, and immortalized himself 



A MAGNIFICENT FRESCO. 

One of the noblest frescoes of the time is to be 
found in the allegorical centre-piece of the loggia 
in the museum at Leipsic, Saxony — by Theodore 
Grosse, a native of Dresden, born in 1823, and the 
recipient of many honors in his profession. The 
drawing and elaboration of these mythological fig- 
ures, including Ariadne and her leopard, the Graces, 
the Weird Sisters, the Muses, and other favorite sub- 
jects for the pencil, are thoroughly admirable ; and 
quite as much may be said of the arabesque orna- 
mentation so gracefully conveyed in our engraving, 
of singular fineness and delicacy. 



